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„ LEXANDER THE GREAT. ; 


Che, We ter time : lads heal is 3 
Ne + ſhould be e a brave ms do amiſs... y proper; 9 
8 Say, What's the noble cauſe of all this madneſs 7 ö 
FF | What yaſt ambition blows the dangerous V 
5 by: a vain, ſmiling, whining, coz ning woman. 1 
| all my triumphs, in the heat of youth, „ 
We When towns were ſack'd and beauties: proftrate Jay, 53 
F Wen my blood boil'd, and nature work'd me " 5 
| Clyt us ne'er bow'd his body to ſuch ame; „„ 
I knew em, and deſpis'd their cobweb arts: 7 | 
The whole ſex is not worth a ſoldier's 8 RS 
bY: | Lyfi. Our cauſe of 3 may to thee ſeem light; D 
1 7 But | now, a leſs has ſet the world in am. 
it ' Chit. Yes; Troy, they tell us, by a woman fell, 6 
| f Curſe on the ſex, they are the bane of virturen 
[3 | Death! I had rather this right arm were loſt, 
| it Than that the wp. ſhould hear of your imprudence— 
1 What, on a day thus ſet apart for ee 1 
| 4 Ly. We were, indeed, to blame, . 
| 


a 0 „ r nen 2 . eee Ne 
. 1 2 5 > ad <= K 
* 8 * 9 
7 5 \ - 


q | , Clyt. This memorable day — „ 
+ | When our hot maſter, whoſe impatient fout | 
| ith Out-rides the ſun, and fighs for other "ac 


\ Io ſpread his conqueſts, and diffuſe his glory, NS 

{1 | Now bids the trumpet ſor a while be ſilent, Ben 

* | And plays with monarchs, whom he us'd to drive: 
Shall we, by broils, awake him into rage, 


Bi! And rouſe the lion that has ceas'd to roa? 5 
8 Lyſi. Clytus, thou'rt right put up thy ſword, We”, 7 
13 Had paſſion not eclips'd the light of . . | 
© i Untold we might this confequence have ſeen. 6 
1 Heph. Why has not reaſon power to 75 BY. B 
| [1 Why are we thus-enſlav'd ? 
25 { t. Becauſe unmann'd ; | 
ö | * Becauſe ye follow Alexander's Fw 5 
| . Heavens! that a face ſhould thus bewitch bie + foul, | 
Y And ruin all that's great and godlike in it e 
_ Talk be my bane ; yet the old man muſt talk; 
1 | Not ſo he lov'd, when he at Iſſus fought, 


And join'd in mighty combat with Darius, 

Whom from his chariot, flaming all with 9 

He hurl'd to earth, and catch'd the imperial crown. 

Twas not the ſhaft of love perform'd that feat; 5 
, 


3 
= 


He knew 2 Now; mark * ige; 
A brace of rival queens embroli the court; 
And, while each hand is thus employ'd | in beauty, 585 
1 Where has he room for 1 0 818 


; To whom I ſpoke——Bur Syfigambis comes. 
Now is your time; for with Rer comes an idol! 


E diſobey him might enflame his wrath, 


Hep A. In his Heart. „ 4 Ot . 8 Ng f 
Che. Well faid youn e indes berge 


That claims Longs homage—PU attend the al OY 
A Syſgambis and Pariſats, 
Syñ. Why M e your — 


| And urge a ſuit that I can never grant? plai 


You know, my child, tis Alexander's win nß 125 | 
Here he demands you for his loy'd- gr 9 5 


7 


— 


unge our houſe in ruins yet unknown. 8 
o ſooth this god and charm him i into „ 


And plun 
Puri. 


Is there no victim, none but Pariſatis ? 


Muſt I be doom'd to wretchedueſs and woe; 


That others may enjoy the conqueror's ſmiles? _ 
Om, if you ever loy'd my royal father, 5 js vr ; 


And ſure you did, your guſhing tears pr 
If ſtill his name be dear, have pity on me | 
He would not thus have forc'd me to deſpair; | 5 
Indeed he would not; had 1 begg'd him thus ; # 
He would have heard me, ere my heart was broke. 
Sy. When will my ſufferings'end? Oh, poems, nb 


For fixty rolling years, my ſoul has ſtood 
The dread vicifhtudes of fate unmov d; 


1 thought em your decrees, and therefore yielded: 


But this laſt rial, as it ſprings G 
Excecds m x ſuf? _— and I muſt compli: . 


hen Sy ſigambis mourns, no nn. woe 
Can be the cauſe; tis miſery indeed. 


Yet, pardon, mighty queen, a wretched W 


Who thus preſumes to plead the cauſe of lore, Ne 
Beyond my life, — „ 


the world I prize 
Fair Pariſatis Hear me, I conjure you! 


As yu, have authoriz'd * $ VOWS, 


- | | Reject - ' : 


—. . — —— — x0 $9: 


\ 
\ 
. 22 Gy A 


r 
9 * a . * 2 *F 
1 1 AS IK \ _—— — 
1 1 
f WW. 8 


£ 
, 


— - a - 2 
2 
A > A — — 
—— 3 * 1 


rat Xn * 
tos — — ARA — 


N co” 3 


— — 3 


—— — 


4 
4 oo 


5% TON 
# * 
1 ' — pa 
- 
- F 0 — 
CH 72 
1 * * 
1 1 . . r 7 
: 5 
* 2 ; ; 2 ; 
4 ; ” F 
8 { 1 | | 
e : 1 . 
3 3 | 
RSG | 2 
* ; 5 
6 * 


Agen not mine ; anne: abu — 1255 er ward =. 5 


7 ſerve the Princeſo aud let love decide. 2 20 


Hepb. A bleſſing like the beauteous: Patifatisi i cif A 
| Whole years of ſervice, and the world's wide er. 1 


With all the blood that circles in our veins, Nn 
Can never merit; therefore, in m ay” N A it ve | 
1 begg'd the king to inter his int reſt 3. 4 e * 9 
Therefor 1 19 7 50 your: majeſties afiftance 775 25 494 5 1 


vo” ron is paſt, and all ny hopes reſt ont. 
riſh ſuch hopes 5 for love's a generous Eden, YN 


Which ſeeks the happineſs of her we love, - 

Beyond 2 of our own deſire s 

Nor kings nor parents here have ought to do-. e 

Love owns no influence; and diſdains Cota * on a 

Let them ſtand neuter, and tis all I af. 0 * 
Heph. Such arrogance, did Alexander e | To 1 15 

Would loſe him all the conqueſts he has wenn 
Luft. To talk of conqueſts well becomes the man, 


Whoſe life and ſword are but his rival's gift: pay 
5 hus, to find 2 
My power fall ſhort of my. deſires to ſerve out / 204 1 WE: 


SI. It grieves me brave L 
You know, Hepheſtion firſt declar d his ode, 215% 240 Þ. 


And tis as true, Lea RY him my aid. ; 594 _ AF, 


Your glorious king, his mighty advocate, OV 
Became himſelf an humble —— for him. 4 
Forget her, prince, and triumph o'er your bre 214 
A conqueſt worthy of a ſoul ike thi ne. 

Ly/i. Forget 4 Madam! ſooner ſhall che fa e 5H. 
Forget to ſhine, and tumble from his ſphere. '' * 1 
Farewell, great queen my honour now demands | 5 
That Alexander ſhould himſelf explain FL R914. 344 | 


That wond'rous merit which exalts his wat. 50 74 


And caſts Lyſimachus at ſuch a diſtance. Lei Lok. 
Sy/i. In this wild tranſport of ee aw, 
Too far, I fear, he will incenſe the king. 
Is Alexander yet, my lord, arriv'd? | 
Heph. Madam, I know not; but Callander comes; 
He may, perhaps, inform us. 
Sy/i.- I would ſhun him: | 
Something there is, I know not why, that ſhocks 1 me. 
A my nature ſhrinks at, when I ſee him. . 8 
e | nter 


* 
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REF & Therefore he bids us bo 


8 into night, The low'ring fan, *' 
As if the dreadful buſineſs he forcknew, © | - 
Drives heavily his ſable chariot ong* 

All nature ſeems alarm'd for Alexander. + i 
Why be it fo. Her pangs proclaim my triumphi | 
My ſoul's firſt wiſhes are to ſtartle fate 

And ſtrike amazement through the hoſt of heav n. 
A mad Chaldean, with a flaming torch, © | 
Came to my bed laſt night, and bellowing o'er me, 
Well had it been for —— r L 
If curſt Caſſander never had been born, 


How now, dear Theſſalus, what packet's that?? 
Theſſ. From Macedon, a truſty flave juſt brought it, 
Your father chides us for our cold delay;  ' © 
He ſays Craterus, by the king's appointment, 
Comes, in his room, to govern Macedon, 
Which nothing but the yak death can hinder. 
Idly ſtrike at once, 
Or quit our purpoſe, and confeſs our ſears. 83 
Caſſ. Is not his fate refolv'd ? this night he dies; 
And thus my father but foreſtalls my purpofe. = 
How am I flow then? If I rode on thunder, 
Wing'd as the lightning, it would aſk ſome moments, 
Ere I could blaſt the growth of this Coluſſus. 
Theſſ. Mark where the haughty Polyphercon comes] 
Some new affront by Alex en 5 
Swells in his heart, and ſtings him into madneſs. 
| Cafſ. Now, now's our time; he muſt, he ſhall be ours; 
His haughty ſoul will kindle at his wrongs, 
Blaze into rage, and glory in revenge. 


Enter Polypherchon. 

Poly. Still as I paſs, freſh murmurs fill my ears ; 
All talk of wrongs, and mutter their complaints, | 
Poor ſoul-leſs reptiles ! —their revenge expires 
In idle threats—the fortitude of cowards ! 
Their province is to talk; 2» mine to act, 


ww 
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3 


| And ſew this tyrae, him bead non we. 
yu wro » +1 a man whoſe attribute-is vengeance. 


- The name, the ſhout, the blaſtſrom eg t |/ | 4 


| When Polyperchon can deſcend: fo low, 


Till all beheld'where the great heart lay panting ! 


_ To inſtant vengeance on the ruthleſs cauſe, 


* * 
>» ? . k 
7 1 
ö Py 1 y 
- ” . Ry \ 
. 1 . . 
7 


nations bo their: heads with e 
Ang iſs the feet of this exalted man. 


Is Alexander | Alexander ſtuns { | 
The liſt' ning ear, and drowns the voice. of heay' _ 4. 
The earth's: commanders fawn like crouching ORD 5 Fs 
And if this hunter of the barbarous word 
But wind himſelf a god, all echo him 
Wich univerſal cry. 

Paly.: I fawn, or echo bien 14 ; 
Caſſander, no; my ſoul diſdains the Wb $ jun? 
Let eaſtern ſlaves, or proſtituted Greeks, - 7 
Crouch at his feet, or tremble if he frown; 


Falſe to that honour which through fields of death 

ſtill have courted, where the fight was fierceſt, 

e ſcorn my portion, infamy. my lot 

The/. The king may doom me to a thouſand tortures, 
Ply me with fire, and rack me like Philoras, 25 W 
Ere , ſhall Roop to idolize his pride. 7. RS ; ; 

Not Ariſtander, had he rais'd all — 1 4 

Con more have ſhock'd my ſoul, than thou haſt "A 
By the bare mention of Philotas murder. 
Oh, Polyperchon, how ſhall I deſcribe it! ab 
Did not your eyes rain blood to ſee the hero? - 
N not your ſpirits burſt with ſmothered ö 

o {ee thy noble fellow warrior tortur'd? F 

et,.. without groaning,. or a tear, endure 

he torments of the damn'd ? Oh, death to think 1 - 
We ſaw him bruis'd, we ſaw his bones laid hare, : .: | 
His veins wide lanc'd, and the poor quiv'ring fleſh 
With fiery pincers from his boſom torn, 1 


Poly. Vet all like ſtatues ſtood, ar lifeleſs iatues, 
As if 8 fight had froze us into marble ; 
When, with collected rage, we ſhould have flown 


And plung'd a thouſand daggers in his heart. 
Caf]. At our laſt banquet, when the bowl had gone 


The giddy round, and wine inflam'd my ſpririts, 1 3 


n 2 £7 LARS 


1 ſaw Craterus ar a enter „ 
In Perfan robes ; to Alexander's, health - „ 
They largely drank' ; and, falling at his Py e 

With impious adoration thus addreſs'd „ 
Their idol god. Hail, fon of 'thund'ring Jove! 
Hail, firſt of kings! young Ammon, live for. ever! 
Then kiſs'd the ground ; on which 1 laugh'd aloud, = 
And ſcoffing, aſk'd em, why they kiſs'd no harder, EG 
Whereon the tyrant, ſtarting from his throne, Ten W 
Spurn'd me to earth, and ſtamping on my neck, | 
Learn thou to kiſs it, was his fierce reply; Sana 
While with his foot he preſs'd me to the earth, 
Till I lay welt'ring'in a foam of blood. W 
Poly. Thus when I mock'd the Perſians that ador'd him, 
He ſtruck me on the ſace, ſwung me around, 
And bid his guards chaſtiſe me like a ſa ce. 
But if he ſcãpe my vengeance, may he live, SR, 
Grear as that god whoſe name he thus proghanes. 1 
And like a flave may I be beaten, WO. 
Scoff'd as I paſs, and branded for a coward | 
Caf. There {poke the ſpirit of Caliſthenes. 
Remember, he's a man, his fleſh as Ps: 
As any girl's, and wounded too as ſoon; | 
To give him death no thunders are required: | 
Struck by by a ſtone young ung Jupiter has tall'n, * 
A ſword has pierc'd him, = the blood = follow'd ; 
Nay, we have ſeen an hundred common ailments 
Bring this immortal to the gates of death. 
Poly. Oh, let us not delay the glorious buſineſs; -. 
we wrongs are great, and honour calls for vengeance. 
J. This day exulting Babylon receives 
The mighty robber—with him comes Roxana, 
Fierce — 5 fair! On his return from India, 
Artful ſhe met him in the height of triumph, 
And by a thouſand wiles at Suſa kept him, 
In all the luxury of eaſtern revels. | 
Poly. How bore Statira his revolted love? 
Por, if I err not, Cer the king eſpous d her, 


She 2 him promiſe to renounce Roxana. 


Fe + No words can paint the anguiſh jt occaſion't; T 
Ev'n mbis wept, while the wrong'd queen, 


| * to he heart, el lifeleſs on the ground. 


B 2 Cap 


? 


FR 9 W 3 hs A 5 4 | 4 838 
85 1 7 Fe : 0 4 
* : 1 . 
L . To. 
73+ THE; GREA? . 
A 
" ” 
7 
+ >» 


Pray, give me leave to walk. 


Ci pp RY * 


a 1 ſou ht to fire her ãnto wild re 
And = that end, with all the art tb could, 


Deſcrib'd his paſſion for the bright #6 tt 
But though I eould not to my wiſh inflame Ky 
Thus far at leaſt her jealouſy will help; 


| She'll give him troub es that perhaps may end — 


nd ſet the court in univerſal uproar, 


ut ſee, ſhe comes. Our plots begin to ripen. 
Now: hange the vizor, every one diſperſe. 


And, with a face of friendſhip, meet * king: buen 


Enter syöSambis, Statira, and Pariſatis. 


Stat. Oh, for a dagger, a drau oghe of poiſon, flames | 
Swell, heart! break, break, thou wretched ſtubborn 
Now, by the ſacred fre, org not he held; — T 3 


Sz. Is there no reverence to m perſon due? 
Truſt me, Statira, had thy fathi er le 'd, . 


Parius wou'd have heard me 


Stat. Oh, he's falſe; 
This glorious man, this wonder of ihe world, 
Is to his love, and ev'ry god foreſworn. 

Oh, I have heard him — 5 ſuch ardent vows, 
Out weep the morning with his dewy eyes, 


And ſigh and ſwear the liſt'ning ſtars away. 


Syfs. Believe not rumour, *tis impoſſible ; 
Thy Alexander is renown'd for truth, 
Above deceit — 
Stat. Away, and let me die, 
Twas but my fondneſs, twas my eaſy nature 
Wou'd have excus'd him—but away ſuch weakneſs» 
Are not his falſehoods, and Statira's wrongs, 
A ſubject canvaſs'd in the mouths of millions? 
he babbling: world can talk of nothing elſe. 
Why, Alexander, why woud'ſt thou 3 me! 
Have I not lov'a thee, cruel as thou art! 
Have I not kiſs'd thy wounds with dyin fondnels, 
Bath'd 'em in tears, and bound em with my hair! 
Whole nights I've ſat and watch'd thee as a child, 


bare th 7 Fares paing, and ſung ü they to * a 


Pari 


@ A £35 d * r 3 

Pari. If man can thus renounce the ſolemn tie 
Of ſacred love, who wou'd regard his vow 7 

Stat. Regard his yows | the monſter, ttaitor 1 Oh, 
I will forſake the haunts'of men, converſe , 

No more with aught that's human; dwell with darkneſa; 
For ſinte the ſight of him is now unwelcome, - _ 
What has the world to give Statira joy? ß 
Vet I muſt tell thee, perjur'd as be i 
Not the ſoft breezes of the genial ſprigng. 
The fragrant: violet, or op'ning role, : 


Are half ſo ſweet as Alexander's breath. 1 
Then he will talk—good gods, how he will talk! . 
He ſpeaks the kindeſt words, and looks ſuch things, 
Vows with ſuch paſſion, ſwears with ſuch a grace, 
That it is heay'n to be deluded by him. | 

© Syſ. Her ſorrows muſt have way; 

Stat. Roxana then enjoys my perjur'd love ; | | 
Roxana claſps my monarch in her arms, © TY 
Doats on my conqu'ror, my dear lord, my king. 

"Oh, *tis too much! by Heav'n I cannot bear it! 
I'II die, of rid me of the burning torture, 
Hear me, bright god of day, hear 2 | 

992 Take heed Statira; weigh it well, my child, 

Ere deſperate love enforces you to ſwear. 5 
Stat. Oh, fear not that, already have I weigh'd it; 
And, in the preſence here of Heav'n and o .. 

Renounce all converſe with. perſidious man, 
Farewel, ye cozeners of ourtaſy ſex! _ 

And thou, the falſeſt of the fajthleſs kind, 
Farewel, for ever ! Oh, farewel ! .farewel 1. 
If I but mention him the tears will flo. 
How coud'ſt thou, cruel, wrong a heart like mine, 
Thus fond, thus doting, ev'n to madneſs. on thee ! 

Sy/i- Clear up thy griefs, thy Alexander.comes, 
Triumphant in the ſpoils of conquer'd India; 

-_ day — yon enters Babylon, PR, pe | 
tat. Why, let him come: all eyes will gaze with rap- 
All hearts will joy to ſee the e paſs; am ture, 
All but the wretched, the forlorn Statira. ; 
Sy. Wilt thou not fee him then? . 
Pari. Not ſee the king? 5 
Stat. I ſwear, and Heav'n be witneſs to my vow, 
? | : | Never 
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14 ALEXANDER THE GREAT. | 


Never from this ſad hour, never to fee, | 


Nor ſpeak, no, nor, if poſſible, to think 
Of Alexander more: this is my vow, > _ 


And when I break it—— 


e Do not ruin eee 33 OI: 1 
Stat. May I again be perjur'd and deluded! _ 


| May furies rend my heart | may light'nings blaſt mo! 


vH. Recal; my child, the dreadful imprecation. 
Stat. No, I will publiſh it through all the court; 
Then, in the bow'rs of great Semiramis, Ws 
Retire for ever from the treacherous world. | 
There from man's fight will I conceal my woes, 
And ſeek in ſolitude a calm repoſe, 
Nor ptay'rs, nor tears, ſhall my reſolves controul, 


Nor love itſelf, that tyrant of the ſoul. _ [ Exeunt, 


| 14 
Exp or Tux Firs Act, 


SCENE 1,—A TRIUMPHAL ARCH AT THE ENTRANCE 
_ INTO 'BABYLON. 


Enter Alexander in a rriumphat Car; Trophies and war- 


like enſigns in proceſſion before him; Clytus, Hepheſ- 
hn, e Caſſander, N Theſla- 
us, Eumenes, Chorus of Prieſts, Youths and Virgins, 
Guards, — o/ . £ 3 * 


e 
17 Ork. the conquering hero comes 1 
; | Sound the trumpets, beat the drums; 


Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 
Songs of triumph to him ſing. 


EX \ DER Soy GREA? 7 


See the 1. oath L. 5 
19281 10 


o deck che hero's brow divine. 


Heph. Hall fon of Jove | great Alexander, hap . | 
Alex. Riſe all; and thou, _ ſecond ſelf, m 0 


Oh, my Hepheffion —raiſe thee from the e 
Come to my arms, and hide thee in my heart; 
Nearer, yet nearer, elſe thou loy'ſt me not. 


| M t an ſes ring, tes 4 Thy 


* 


. 4 


Heph.” Not love my king ! bear witnefs, all 4 


And let your thunder nai me to the centre, 

If ſacred friendſhip ever burn'd more brightly! , By 
Immortal boſoms can alone admit , 

A flame more pure, more permanent than mins, 


"£5 a8 3 5- 


. 


Alex. Thou dearer to me than my groyes of Phat * 


I know thou lov'ſt thy Alexander more, 
Than Clytus does the vn 
Ly. Now for my fate | 
J ſee that death 10 10 me yet PIl on. 
Dread Sir, I caſt me at your royal ors. 


Alex. Riſe, my Lyſimachus; thy veins and mine 


From the ſame fountain have deriv'd their ftreams. 


Riſe to my arms, and let thy king embrace ** 
Is not that Clytus? 
FA. Your 1d faithful ſoldier. 
A 


Clytus, thy hand ;—thy hand, 2 4 


Thus double-arm'd, methinks, 
I ſtand tremendous as the Lybian 1 
Who, while his prieſts and I qu d ſacred Wa 
Acknowledg'd me his ſon ; my li — thou, 
1 thou, my mighty thunder. F have feen 
N glitt'ring ſword out - fly celeſtial fire; 
And, when I've cry'd, Begone, and execute, 
I've ſeen him run wiſter than ſtarting hinds, 
Nor bent the tender, graſs beneath his feet. 
Li. When fame i invites, and Alexander leads, 
Dangers and toils but animate the brave. 
Clyt. Periſh the ſoldier, inglorious and deſpis' d, 


Who ftarts from either, when the king cries on ty 8 


Ales. Oh, Qytus Ob, * noble veteran! 
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| Twas, I 3 when bes the Gravicus,. 


Thy arm preſęrv d me from Thee, | 
When fierce Itanor and the bold Rhefaces, 3 | 
Fell both upon me with two mig blows, 
And clove my temper d Babe te , 
Then, like a god, flew Clytus —. aid, 


Thy thunder ſtruck Rheſaces'to 4 ae, 


'd with ready vengeance on Itanor. 
Che. To your own deeds that victory py die, 


And 1 your arms did never boaſt a we 


Alex. By, Heay*n, they never did: they t 2 * 
And 1 am prbuder to have paſs d that ſtr e 
Than to have driven a * oer te 5 5 
Can none remember, Les, I know all muſt 
When glory, like the dazzling eagle, f 1 3 
Perch'd on my beaver in the mand 188 Ee 

en fortune”s ſelf my ſtandard tremblin 
And the pale fates ſtood frighted on the 
When each immortal on the' billows rode, 
And I myſelf appear'd the leading god, 


* C 4 
$4 4+:£44 i 1 4 
. * 3 
Enter Ari =; * 
* ” 


* Hatte, firſt of heroes, from chit e 
Far, far from Babylon, enjoy your triumph, 
Or all the glories, which your Runes has hex 1780 
Are blaſted in their ſpring,  _ 
Alex. What mean thy fears © ' 
And why that wild diſtraction on thy or, N 
Ariſ. This morn, great king, I view'd d ky, 
And, 1 hted at the direful prodigies, EY 
To Orofnades for inſtruction flew ; ©. * 
But as I-pray'd, deep echoing groans I N 
And ſhrieks, as of the damn'd ep howl for A 
Shock'd at the omen, While r 
In proſtrate rev'rence on the trembling nde, 
Thus ſpoke the god: op Wau 
The brighteſt glory of imperial ma, 
The pride of nations, and the boaſt of YL 
Remerfelala fate in Babylon has doom'd ah 
To ſudden and irrevocable rum. 
Alex. If Heav'n ordains, that Babylon muſt fat, 


Can I ponds the immutable decrec? 


© 1 | . - 5 TY „ chi 1 2 0 i 75 A bs bo ee oY 
We heard | 2 2 > nn. 
"When ſuddenty-a flight of taleful birds, 15445 Toca „„ 
Like a Ke Sloud;obſour'd the face of hen ee "0 . 
Qn inge from diffrent parts they ew, > * 
wet;:and-batrled if the ai,; ̃ “ . 
. = ho cathy d,-thejribeaks' gave m wighty blows, a 
And ſhow'rs of blood ſel/copious from their wounds. 
Alen Ds aldthi a of the fu 1 


„ 


Tow Fits his — . me on my 2 in, 

t eyes ereate another i be br F 

RE Vouchlafe, dread gr to hear may humble ! * 

ce" intreats it, and whats more; yourkinſman... . 

aA, A foldier aſks Nina's ——7——— 5 
e 180% 1 


My word, knows is to is „„ 

"% Jo of © — — f 44 —— — . 
0 your command, to-lnale-tembarce@rally't 

Or ck 7 — 'd ſtandard dm the ſde ;: . ü 1 
When hay Hepheſtion fowry with warmer zeal £51 © 
When did he leave L ccnd 65 oh — 5 
Theſe I have done, mae —.— in as 
But when you char in, 
And from my thoughts a Part atis, W 
Odediance there becomes impoſible:; $ wor? AQ . R 
Nature revolts, 2 e ſoul rebels Ya! 10-9917 
Ale It does; ip Now hear we, end ge dan! | 
ben by my 8 Caliſthenes 1 AE % uns 
Was as à tranos.doam'l ts live in tormeuts— 4 gotT | | 
Tour pity ſped him in me. 3? Sx] b eic „ 1 
Tas have forgas your ole e, et «al * _ 
No; t L pardons it yet; if again * a 

Thou dar I to rp me with ther arms | ita 10H 

* nnn E 2 
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a ALEXANDER THE aan 
In the mean timer—thifk not of Patiſatis ; 3 


Ear if then the immortal Ammon! 
— — — dern. 1 * *% 


I not regard 
ut uſe thep'es _ r _ Pe 
new you partial, ere I mov it 
vemos, it ſhakes not my determin d — 1 . 
While I have 4 ſtrength to wield ed, WV. 
1 never A * — claim. 8 
Ales. — Ae cha] traitor, was it If 2 
Tis ſaid, that I 2m raſh, of haſt worried 
. di ini 
erer pettyy poor, provincial lord 
Had temper ke to mine? My flare, Wen 
Could tread u Clay, dares yjtter threats. 
Ct. Forgive, dread fir, the frantic warmth of tows 
The noble prince, I read it in his eyes, : os 
Wou'd die a thouſand deaths to ſerve his king... 
And Ar his loyalty and truth; 
| Lahenty a minien.there ſhopld EEE. 
Love claims his Hood, nor ſhall he live ta e 
In that ion that awaits his rival. 
Alex. I pardon thee, for my old Glytus's ſake ; — 
But if nat more thou mention thy raſh love,-. / 
| Or dar'ſt attempt nes 's precious life, .. 
i R ftrorms of —— on thas, yo 


Phi Caliſthenes 
Shall be delights, to what thou — 
Ciyt.. My lord, the aged queen, with Tor 
Come 10 eee er eee Nd 


Enter af gew his end . 


FR Oh, thou, the beſt of women, n | 

Source of m my joy, bleſt parent of my love e 

e In hum jo duty to the gods and yup? „ 

Permit us, 5 with — to bow. act IF. 

þ the royal houſe of Perſia 8 

1 Rai Rad the def — of vrretchednris and rum, 

Pp | 1 al! the At ae, imperial greatneſs. // | ji 
1 8 Alex. To meet me thus, was generouſly „ 

7.9 Blut still — to crown my happineſs, . 
| Uhm W W d 4 
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N * „ 52 * a 
Ch. Now ho ſhalt hare?) os Ea wal vt. 14 


To tell him of the queen's be * 0 1 13 : 


Alex. How fates EL ien 1 
My love Ha neither anſwer cet bet), * 
A ſudden horror; like a bolt f ice, 


Shoots to my heart, end e the that of M * s ih 7 


he I Jou relate it, bat my courage fails 

Xo Why ſta e 
What, will —— a Hepheftion 1 Giletit * 
If thou — ori _ on en ; „ nd 


. 


If ever I oblig d thee care: 7 3 "nr 2 
When throug} (apr re; uren tad hedch 
5 m doubts, and reſcue n nie froni channel, 


our „ | 

revelFdin the joys you works 

Alex. I own, the fubt — in m pris 

My yeafon gone, ſeduc'd me to het bed; 

Bat, when L wal d, I ſhook the Cites dH . 
griev'd I leſs for that Which 1 had dane,” 

12 when at Thais ſuit, enrag d v 


I er the 2 Perſepolis oa fire. 


a egy 0 of dp Tore, has ſworn, 

ver to fon eſty again. 

Alex. Oh, — has ſhe, bas Las deem 
ever to ſee her Alexander r ore 

m — | ſhe cou d not, ou d not ſweat its 

ot gentle as the quilefsir infant, 

Mild as the nial breezes of the ſpri 5 

And ſofter than the melting of hed 
Pari. With ſorrow, Bir 1 the folemis vw 

* mother heard it, and in vain N adfur's Bet, 
Dy Ge tender motive, to recal it. 


queen Statira, in the rage of ih | 


But Tn 


CE our fault and heightens the offence, 
[a wiſh your maj — hw 
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92 vid nan? bet 7 


1 Ha ls with mes for 
" The ſtar which brightens Alexander's! 
vide by day, and goddeſs.of his: ad wor a 
3 ſhe beats i ia every pulſ 4 Yo tnid enen 
Theo at my heart, and circles with niy blood. 
A. Have patience, Sir, and truſt to H in and me TH 
re has a/ inflnence, 1. n Abbe 
4 Wi | exert-it, and ſhe ſhall be yours. ya! 0k ctonle 

Alex. Haſte, Madam, haſte, if you would bare wehre; 
Fly. re, fog ever, the ſhe abjureclie world, dae es 
Aud ſtop the; ſad proceſſion.Patiſatis a6. 17 
Hang thou about her, waſh: her ſeet with ceark.” 1 5 
N haſte ; the breath of gede, and eloquence. . 73 

80 ls, go eng with van. [Exeunt Syligambis ond 

ow Severe 
Of Aippointed love, Lon mine. 

"aw Ahn bf 12 

yt. Wis, are you. i obs this a. time to plead 12 

Lyfs. The *reſt time; he dares not now be partial; x 
Leſt Heav*n, in N ſhould. 2 my wrongs,” - 
And double pang which he feels now. 

Alex. V daft thou tempt me thus to thy vadding “: MA 
Death thou ſhouldſt have, were it not courted ſo. dw 9 
But know, to thy confuſion, that my word. Ib aii 32H, 
Like deſtiny, admits of no.repeal-: 1 L 
Therefore in chains ſhalt thou behold the dial, 


Of my rn. N take him priſener. Lact 


Wl Guards. ſeize Lyſimachus. 
"ta, NN 
Lyf.. Away, yo 1885 Ti bot reſign, my.ſword, -: -- 
blood. 4 3107 = 2 821 
Alex. I charge you Kill him, not; rake him alive t 1 : ; 
The dignity of kings is now concern uu. 
2 1 wills find Y pee; l * Al nel bu 
Evt, or I ſce rage lightning in Nia agen. 4 
— Ret jet hope, nor wiſl I ſue for pardons Bun v N 
my ſword and iberty 2 ie, „2227 vers \ 8 
Agaid v ne Ti n s heart. N 2 


; 323 „. 
e e . N rn 


: — 91 1 49% 4 4 
vn er, L „ 
7 * V * 


* 


2 11. 75 10 


Dan n 


* Henee, . my fight, and bear him to a 2 
Perdiccas, give this lion to a eng [geon. 
None ſpeak. for him ; Iy; ſtop $ mouth, wa. 


TE Lyki. Perd. and a. 


Che. This comes of women—the reſult of love. 
Yet were I heated now Ain dan [ot 
I ſhonld be preaching in this fools behalf. jo 
Alex. Come hither, —_— and my friend Hepheſtion 2% 
Lend me your 5 %ſor q am ſiak « 292 
I fear, ms ng *;cruel . 4 
And fond Roxana's arts, your. AN b 
Ct. Better the race of women w deftrayed "Ee 
120 Pete daa in "everliſting — wa 
| OP hk. Look up, my lord, and bend not wos your head 
| 2u purpos d to ertabe che world i 
| wiki you have greatly won. 4 nag oe 4 Ta” 
: — Wou'd I had nee: 
"There's no true joy in ſach cnweilaly fortune.” FA 8 60 
gs — laſting —.— — "Be b "0 
All nd my ſpots,” but ſew obſerve bright 
Stand roo about me all, and give eb he e , ty" 
Ves, I will ſhake this Cupid: my ſoul; g OT TO 
Ill fright the feehle god with wars alarms, © 8 75 | 
Or drown' his pow 'r in floods of hoſtile blood: 2 4 
Grant me, t Mars, once more in — . 
And break, like lightning, through th* emb 5 
O'er fields of deat tow irl the rapid car, wh 
And blaze amidſt the thunder of the war, - we To 0. 
Reſiſtleſs as che bolt that rends the grove;· -x 


Or OE periſh, like the ſon W200 SOT TOE 
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1 never could 


And may, perhaps, compel 


Away, — all my ſoul's on fire. 
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Wyy wo 
G 0 
Live and 


retires, erate 5 

Pari. Even in that grave 

Yes, cruel-man | not Neath 5 
A mother's ut py 2 ſiſter 8 


With all the fury of a e | bo bl. X 


Shall not eompel me to outli my ot 

Lyfi. Were | to live till nature's ſelf — 
This wond waſte — n 
epay— Oh, Pariſatis ! 

Thy charms might fire a coward into courage; 
How muſt they act then on a ſoul like mine? 
efenceleſs and unarm'd, I fight for thee, 
th +aſtoniſh'd world, 
And force the king, to own that I deſerve thee. 

Eumenes, take the princeſs to thy charge: 


L Ereunt. 


soEN R 


4 77 
—— — wn 
* ” 
** 0 


* 0 woo” * RK. 
WW 


ape] 2 
aa while living, 

And blackeſt of the 1 GT 
G te Tee ya ORE > 55 
u — y which inflames 1 

Jour — 51 =D it — but let reafon dye 5 
. 4 e ee ih 5 

Pride, 1 | 


W 
oo} Ob 8 el 


_ — fot "wc te Fs © 


—_ we map Ser our fors new cauſe of triumph, 


, and or dc our Fey 
gy Ta 8 | 


R ho vill 
My ſoul, from childhoqd, ! res 0 6 
r to rei 4 
| ſhe-campanions: 1 1 
Among my ſhe and little wiles c women, 5 
And taught em, with an Amazanian ſpirit. 
Ta wi the ſteed, to chaſe the foaming boaty ö 
er man, the lawleſs, charter'd fange. 
Caff er words, her looks, | her. every motion fires mel 
Nora. But when I heard of SD - 
How, with a — he had vanquiſſi d millions, 
= all the Eaſt, and wa gp lngr due, 
hile, like a god, uneon 'd by er eee, 
Win bern pi pity he alſuag'd their woes, we! 
«Ard. their tears, and ſoeth'd them into peace An % 
— ont my Father's lips 
— — 4 — em 
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The warmeſt, 
| Of fervent. love, and everlaſting truth. 


Tre 


Or, 1 I CAC 2 genetal ruin round Mee... . 
Roxana tir; 3 they are names = 
That muſt for ever Jar, like claſhing clouds, . 
When they encounter, thunders muſt enſue... 5 oY 
Caſſ. Behold, ſhe comes, in all the pomp e, 4 
Determin' d to fulfil her ſolemn vow! . [They PAP 
— e and let us . th e e 
Enter Sy ſigambis and Statira. 
$yf. Oh, ap 7 how has pation ng l 
3 love, ee bi. 8 
If trea — — 0 extremes, e 
What Alexander may denounce dus, act dN 
Againſt the poor remains of loſt 41 


* 
AJ — 
8 


2d Alc 
eee 


plaintive ſounds, and murmi 
4. nga - 


: Roxa. At length this conque: 
9 Bats, 5 2 5 Na re at XI 


ee e 
I fave ayfelf difingu uiſh'd by the * | 
New ere rede vow, oy oY 


Caſſ, God neg go Ben be wh Ge ies d palk 
Statira now engroſſes all bis thoughts : 

The Perſian queen, without a p< rei 
r his heart nor can thy Is, 

that „ EY 
Nor all bo 885 of everlaſting . . 
Secure Roxana from diſdain a ; 
Nora. Oh, thou haſt rous? 14 2 

Ha! ſhall. the daughter of Darius hold hi 

No, tis refoly'd; I will reſume my ſphere, 


Stat. _ fear not that ! i now he will king, bd? 4 
For my ſake kind, to — ITE we En : 
Tel bia, Til wax a6 ig: to me, 1 
9 * 


But with my parting breath ſpoke kindly of him: 
Tell him, I wept at gur divided loves, AN „ 
And ſighing ſent a laſt forgiveneſs to him. 


' Sy/i. No, I can ne er again preſunie to meet him, 
Never approach the much- wrong d Alexander, 
If thou refule to ſee him Oh, Statir ! 
Thy aged mother, .and thy weeping country, y 
Claim thy regard, and challenge. thy compaffſon: 
Hear us, wy child, and lif; us from. deſpair. |, | 
Stat. Thus low, I caſt me at your royal feet. 
To bathe them with my tears; or, if you pleaſe/, 
I'll let out life, and waſh em with my blood. 
But, I conjure you, not to rack my ſoul ,. 
Nor hurry m Ad obs to perfect madneſs 3 . 
Should now Darius? awful ghoſt appear, -. 
And you, my mother, ſtand beſeeching by, 
I would perſiſt to death, and keep my vow. _ 
Roa. This fortitude of foul compels my wonder. | 
SYH. Hence, from my ſight! ungrateful wretch, begons! | 
And hide thee where bright virtue never ſhone; _ 
For, in the fight of Heaven, I here. renounce, » 
And caſt thee off an alien to my blood, ' [Exit Syſi. 
Exit Caſſander, and Roxana comes forward. 
Roxa. Forgive, great queen, th' intruſion of a ſtranger jz 
With grief Roxana ſzes dtatira weep; _ 
I've heard, and much applaud your fix d refolye, 
To quit the world for Alexander's ſake ; - 
And yet I fear, ſo greatly he adores you, 
That he will rather chuſe to die of ſorrows. - - 
Than live for the despis'd:Roxana's charme. 
Stat. Spare, Madam, ſpare your. counterfeited fears; 
Y ou know your beauty, and have proy d its powr; 
Tho' humbly born, have you not captive held, 
In love's ſoft chains, the conqu' ror of the world? 
Away to libertines, and boaſt thy conqueſt: 
A ſhameful conqueſt! In his hours of riott. 
When wine prevail'd, and virtue loſt its influence, 
Then, only then, Roxana eould ſurpriſe | 
My Alexander \@.boatte; )! no lnogo 
' Roxa. Affected girl 1% hb , i] ay) Fig 
To ſome roniantic grove's ſequeſter d gloom, - .. 
Thy ſickly virtue Wou'd, it ſeems, retite, 
To ſhun the triumphs. of. a —_— rival. 
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In vain thou flieſt—for there, ev'n there I'll haunt thee } boy 
Plague thee all day, and torture thee all — — ek 5, 
T here ſhalt thou learn, in what extatic Joys 5 
Roxana revels with the firſt of men; 1 
And, as thou hear*it the rapt'rous ſcene recited, | jon 
With frantic jealouſy thou'lt madly curſe _ 25 
Thy own weak charms, that could not fix the rover. 

Stat. How weak is woman! at the ſtorm ſhe theinks, 
Dreads the drawn ſword, and trembles at the thunder ; ; 
Yet, when ftrong jealouſy inflames her ſou. 
The ſword may glitter, and the tempeſt roar, 

She ſcorns the danger, and provokes her fate. 
Rival, I thank thee——Thou haſt fir d my ſoul, 
And rais'd a ſtorm beyond thy pow r to lay; 
Soon ſhalt thou tremble at the dire effects, 


And curle, too late, the folly that undid the. 


Roxa. Sure the difdain'd Statira dares not mean it. 
Stat. By all my hopes of happineſs 1 dare: | 
And know, proud woman, what a mother's threats, 
A ſiſter's ſighs, and Alexander's tears, 
Could not effect, thy rival rage has done. 
Pl fee the king, in ſpite of all I ſwore, 
Though curs'd, that thou may ſt never ſee IP more. 


Enter Alexander, Hepheſtion, Clytus, Pol lyperchon, Per- 
diccas, Theſſalus, Eumenes, and wards. * 


Alex. Oh, my Statira | thou relentleſs fair ! 

Turn thine eyes on me Il would talk to them. 
What ſhall I ſay to work upon thy ſoul? 
What words, what looks, can melt thee to forgiveneſs 7 

Stat. Talk of Roxana, and the conquer'd Indies, 
Thy great adventures, thy ſucceſsful love, 

And I will liſten to the rapt'rous tale; 
But rather ſhun me, ſhun a deſperate: wreteh, 
Reſign'd to ſorrow, and eternal wo. 

5 Oh, I could die, with tranſport, die hefore thee „5 
Would' thou but, as I lay convuls d in death, 
Caſt a kind look, or drop a tender tear; — 

Say but, twas pity one ſo fam'd in arms, 
One who has ſcap'd a thoufand deaths in battle, 
For the firſt fault ſhould fall a wretched vittim n 


8 * angerx and — love.? Rox. 
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Rox. Am I then fall'n fo low in thy eſteem, .. | 
That for another thou wouldſt rather die, 


Than live for me ?——How am I alter d, tell me, 
Since laſt at uſa, with repeated ats. 
You ſwore the conqueſt of the world afforded _. 

Leſs joy, leſs glory, than Roxana's love ?  * 


Alex. Take, take that . conquer'd world, diſpoſe of 


» 


t 6 


And canton ont the empires of the globe;,,..., [crowns, 
But leave me, Madam, with repentant tears. 
And undiſſembled jorrows, to atone _....  _ 
The wrongs I've offer'd to this injur'd excellence, 
Roxa, Yes, 1 will go, ungrateful as thou art! 
Bane to my lite, and murd'rer of my peace, 
1 will be gone; this laſt diſdain has cur d me — 
But have a care I warn you not to truſt me; 
Or, by the gods, that witneſs to thy perjuries, . 
1'll raile a fire that ſhall conſume you bot, 7 
Tho! I partake the ruin, | (Exit Roxana, 
Stat. Alexander Oh, is it poſſible ?- _. 15 
Immortal gods ! can guilt, appear fo lovely ? | 
Yet, yet | pardon, I forgive thee all. 
Alex. Forgive me all iy Qh, catch the heavenly ſounds, 
Catch 'em, ye winds, and, as you fly, diſperſe | 
The rapt'rous tidings through the extended world, 
That all may ſhare in Alexander's joy! 
Stat. Yes, dear deceiver, I forgive thee all, 
But longer dare not hear thy charming tongue; 
For while I hear thee, my reſolves give way: 
Be therefore quick, and take thy Jail farewel ; 
Farewel, my Jove——Eternally farewell! 
Alex. Go then, inhuman, triumph in my pains, 
Feed on the pangs that rend this wretched heart; 
For now tis plain you never lov'd.—Statica |— 
Oh, I could ſound that charming, cruel name, 
Till the tir'd echo faint with repetition 
Till all the breathleſs groves, and quiet myrtles, 
Shook with my ſighs, as if a tempe d 'em; 
Ever Statira, nothing but Statira ! h 
Stat. Such were his looks, ſo melting was his voice, 
Such were his ſighs, and his d-luding vows, - 
When his ſoft whiſpers trembled through my ears, 


* 


And told the ſtory of my utter ruin. | 
3 Gods 
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Gods ! if 1 ſtay, T ſhall again believe. BY 

Farewei, thou greateſt r her — 1 
Alex. I charge ye, ſtay her; ſtay her by the 1 IM 

Oh, my Statira - Kneels.) ) 

I ſwear, my queen, I'll not out- live our parting: * | Y 

My foul grows {till as death.—Say, wilt thou pardon 3 


Tis all 1 aſk. ;—wilt thou forgive the tranſports > ob 
Of a deep. wounded heart, aud & 


In”y 8 5 


all is well? 5 
Stat. Riſe; and may Heav'n forgive you, Uke Statira! 
Alex. You are too gracious—Cly tus, bear me hence,— 
When I am laid i*th* earth, yield her the world. rs 
There's ſomething here, that heaves as cold as ice, : 
That ſtops my breath. Farewel, farewel for ever! 
Stat. Fro off, and let me run into his amm: 
My life, my love, my lord, my Alexander 
If thy Statira's love can pive thee joy, 


Revive, and be immortal as the gods. 


Alex. My flutt'ring beart, tumultuous with its bliſs, 
Would leap into thy boſom tis too much. 
Oh, let me preſs thee in my eager arms, 
And ſtrain thee hard'to my tranſported breaſt ! 
Stat. But ſhall Roxana 
Alex. Let her not be nam'd. 
Oh, how ſhall repay you for this 1 
And you, my fellow warriors, who could grie ve 
For your loſt king! ? But talk of mp no more; | 
'The banquet waits, and I invite you all; at = eb 
My equals in the throne, as in the grave, 
Without diſtinction come, and ſhare my joys. 
Clyt. Excuſe me, Sir, if I for once am abſent. ' | 
Alex. Excuſe thee, Clytus ! None ſhall be . 
All revel out the day, *tis my command; { 


O * 


Gay as the Perſian god, ourſelf will ſtand, 


With a crown'd go ſet in our lifted hand ; 


Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go round, h 

While antic meaſures beat the burthen'd ground, 

And to the vaulted ſkies our rages clangors ſound, 
[Evcupt. 
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Euter Cyrus, Hepheſtion, ane" Perdiceas. 


che RGE me no more; 1 ite the Perſian 45 „ 
Nor ſhould the king be angry at the rev rence 
I owe my . are her euſtoms, : 
And honeft Clytus will to death obſerve em. 
Oh!] let me rot in Macedonian roy. 
Or, like Caliſthęnes, be cag'd for life, 
Rather than ſhine in faſhions of the Eaft, 
Perd. Let me, brave Clytus, às a friend intreat 3 
Heph. What virtue is there that adorns a ene 
Exalts the heart, and dignifies the man, 
Which ſhines not brightly in our royal maſter ? 
And yet perverſely you'll oppoſe his will. 
And thwart an innocent unhurtful numou. 
Clyt. Unhurtful ! Oh ! 'tis monſtrous: affeCtation, 
Pregnant with venom, in its nature black, Det 
And not to be excus'd Shall man, weak man. 
Exact the rev*rence which we pay to Heaven, 
And bid his fellow-creatures kneel before him, 
And yet be innocent? Hepheſtion, noz 
The pride that lays a claim to per 
Inſults our reaſon, and provokes the — 
Perd. Vet what was Jove, the — we dive 7 
Was he not once a man, and rais'd to Heaven 
F gf 64 rous acts, and virtues more than human: ? | 
pl. By all his thunder, and his ſov'reign pow ny 
I'll _ believe the world yet eyer felt 
An arm like Alexander's Not that god 
Vou nam'd, though riding in a car of fire, 
Could in a ſhorter ſpace do greater deeds ; 
Or more effectually have taught mankind, 
To bend ſubmiſſive, and confeſs his ſway. | 
Clyt. I tell you, boy, that Clytus loves the king 
As well as you, orany ſoldier here, 
Yet I diſdain to ſooth his growing pride; 
The hero charms me, ad the god offends, | 


Heph, 


| | | 1 
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Heph, Then go hot to the 9 
Cl:t. Why, I was bid, + 
Young minion, was I not, as well as * ? 
| ON o, my friends, in this old habit, 
And laugh, and drink the king 8 health 1 — 
And whi ow » bluſhing, bow your heads to earth, 
And hide them in the duſt, ri | ſtand ere, 
Straight as a ſpear, the pillar of my n T7 
And be by ſo much neaſer to the gods, | 
Heph. 25 fee, the rake appears. 


* nter e Statins LO l Theke, * 
4 Eumenes, and Guards," 1 8 


Pari. Oh, gracious monarch | ! 4 
Spare him, Ob, ſpare Lyſimachus his life 1, ERS 
I know you will——the brave delight in mercy. - © - 
Alex. Shield me, Statjra, ſhield me from her 2 
Pari. Save him, Oh, ſave him, ere it be too late, 
Speak the kind word, let not your ſoldier "ps 
For one raſh action, by deſpair occaſion d. | 
Pl follow thus for eyer on my knees; | fl 
You ſhall not paſs. Statira, Oh, intreat him 1 YEE 
Alex. Oh, Madam, take her, take her from about me; 1 
Her ſtreaming eyes aſſail my very foul, 
And ſhake my beſt reſolves, in 
Stat. Did | not break 
Through all for you:? Nay, now, my lord, you =, 
By all th' obedience I have paid you long, 
By all your paſſion, ſighs, and tender looks, 
Oh, ſave a prince, whoſe only crime. is love. . 
I had not join'd this bold ſuit, my lord, 
But that it adds new luſtre to your honour. 
Alex. Honour! what's that? Has not Statira ſaid it ?— 
Fly, Clytus, ſnatch him from the j Jaws of death, 
And to the royal banquet bring him ftraight, - 
Bring him in triumph, fit for loads of honour. 


| Ereunt Clytus, Hepheſtion, and patiſatis. 
Stat. Why are you thus beyond expreſſion kind ? 


Oh, my lov'd lord, my fond, my raptur'd Hearts = 
7 grati ade and love at once inflam'd, ; 90 
ith 


1 
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With wild eniotion gutters in my breaſt z | ? 
Oh, teach it then, inſtrutt it how to ſhank: you! | * 
Alex. Excellent woman! 5 
is not in nature to ſupport fark Joys - 285 
Stat. Go, my beſt love ; unbend you at the banquet ; 
Indulge in joy, and laugh your cares aways ot: 1/1 
While, in the bowers of great Semiramis, 
I dreſs your bed with all the ſweets of nature, 
And crown it, as the altar of our love; 
Where I will lay me down, and ſoftly mourn, : 
But never cloſe my eyes, till you return. bens Star, 
Alex. Is ſhe not more than mortal can deſire ! 
As Venus lovely, and as Dian chaſte! : 
And yet, I know not why, our parting ſhocks me; 
A ghaſtly paleneſs fat upon her brow zo 
Her voice, like dying echoes, fainter gr -:; 1225 4 * 
And, as I wrung her by the roſy fingers, . 
Methought the ſtrings of my great heart were crack'd, | 
What could it mean ? 0 WR nnn par a 


Enter „Beste Callander, and Polyperchon. 


Why, Madam, gaze you thus? 
Roæa. For a laſt look, 
And to imprint the memory of my wrongs, | 
Roxana's wrongs, on Alexander's mind. 
Alex. On to. the banquet. | 
| [Exeunt. Asad and his Train. 
Roxa. Ha! with ſuch diſdain ! 
So unconcern'd ! Oh, 1 could tear myſelf, 
Him, you, and all the hateful world'to Atonbs: 
Caf}. Still keep this ſpirit up, preſerve it ſtill, 
And know us for your friends. We like your rage; 
Tis lovely in you, and your wrongs require it. on 
Here, in the fight of Heaven, Calkude ſwears,” —_ 
Una *d by death, to ſecond your revenge. '' ou 
Speak but the word, ard, ſwiſt as thought can 6% 12 9 
Ti tyrant falls a victim to your fury. | 
Roxa. Shall he then die ? Shall 1 conſent to Eil him? 
], that have lov'd him with that eager fondneſs, 
bhall[ conſent to have him * murder'd, 


And 


8 "AL ESANDER * © THE GREAT. | 


And ſee him claſp'd inthe cold arms of death) hw 6 „ 

Worlds ſhould not tempt me to the deed of hoytor; ! fog) i 
Poly. The weak fond ſcruples of your love might a, | 

Were not the empire of the world concern d:· 

But, Madam, think, when time ſhall teach his ene, 


How will the glorious infant, which you TI | del 
Arraign his partial mother, for reſuſing It re VT 
| To fix him on the throne, which here 3 2 1b 1 
If Alexander lives, ow cannot reign, apo bb 2 
Nor will your child. Old yſigambis plans 8 


Vour ſure deſtruction. Bold _ wt « 2411 
Give but the word, and Alexander dies 
Poly. Not he alone, the Perſian race ſhall bleed; 
our command, one univerſal ruin 
ol I. like a deluge, whelm the eaſtern world, ro fats A 
Til gloriouſly we raiſe you tothe throne. 
- Roxa. But, till the mighty ruin be — 01e 
Where can Roxana fly th' avengin 5 fle ad M 
Of thoſe who muſt ſucceed this god —— e 2. v1 
Caf. Would you vouchſafe, in theſe expanded arms 
To ſeek a refuge, what could hurt you | here f 
Here you might reign, with undiminiſh'd luſtre, 
Queen of the Eaſt, and empreſs of my ſoul.. 
Roxa. Diſgrac d Roxana ! whither art thou fallen 5 
Till this curs'd hour, I never was 1 4 ; 
There's not one mark of former majeſty 
To awe the flave that offers at my honour. _ 
Cal. Impute not, Madam, my unbounded gate 
To want of rev'rence I <A. lov'd you long. 
Roxa. Peace, villain, peace, and let me * no more. 
Think'ſt thou Id leave the boſom of a god. 
And ſtoop to thee, thou moving piece of earth? 
Hence, from my ſight, and never more preſume 
Jo mert my eyes; for, mark me, if thou rf ITE 
To Alexander [ll unfold thy treafon; 

Whoſe life, in ſpite of all his wrongs to me, 
Shall 7 571 and dorf, thy malice. 05 0 3 
Ca nec la our own life, the greate wear 
Cale 's i Bom. this. hour is Gund, n 5 * 
And, as the beſt atonement I can make, 4 
Statira dies, the victim of your vengeance. 5 


* 4 14 Ft: 


* Ty , 4 


dae Taz «nmr: - 
Kora. Caſſat on. 1 
Ves, rival, * ory 5 lat; 
This night; 8 s deſtin d for * ay e 

And gives my 3 to thy arms. | 

Oh, murd'rous thought! 

Poly. The bow wy of Semiramis are made 
The ſcene of love ; iccas holds the guard. 

Calf Now is Lo time, while Alexander revels, 
And the whole court re-echoes with his riot, 

To end her, aod.mich her ap. aft pany Goon. .7 5 
Give me but half the 1 ſlaves bat wait you, 
And deem her dead: nor ſhall a foul eſcape, 
That ſerves your rival, to diſperſe the news. 

Roxa. By me they dis, Perdiccas and . 
Hence with thy aid I neither ak nor wan it | 
But will myſelf conduct th ſlaves to gel 9 8 
Were ſhe to fall by any arm but mine, tne: 5 
Well might ſhe murmur, and arraiga her ſtars: 

"Tis life well loſt, to die by my command; 
What muſt it be, to periſh by my hand? 
Rival, rejoice, and, pleas'd, reſign th breath, . 
Roxana's vengeance: grants thee no hr xit 5g 

Caſſ. All but her Jove, this 3 diſdains. 

0 ba, muſt be quick She may, perhaps, betray 
=: defign, and fruſtrate our revenge. 
Poly. Has Philip got inſtruction how to at? _ 5 

Caſſ. He has, my friend; and, faithful to our "my 
Reſolves to execute the fatal order.” "4 
Bear him this Abe. it contains a poiſon | 
Of that exalted force, that deadly nature, | 
Should Zſculapius drink it, in an hour, 

For then it works, the god himfelf were mortal: 

I drew it from Nonacris horrid ſpri Se 

Miz'd with his wine, a ſingle drop gives death, 

And ſends him howling to the ſhades below. 
Poly. I know its power, for I have ſeen it try'd 

- Pains of all forts through every nerve and artery 
At once it ſcatters ; burns at once and freezes ; Tak 

Till, by extremity of torture forc'd, 

The foul conſent to leave her joyleſs home, 

4 ſeek for eaſe in worlds unknown to this, 


* 1 


* 


Death for a blow is ke in 
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The palace ſh 
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Caf. Now ke w us part: 


' Haſte to the batiqy Af 
Let-this be gixe ein pg 
Now, Alex 
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n Gre Se. e Ct 7 fo a The 


| [4 fur ls 4 2 rumpets, Drums, . 80 3 
Alex. To gur · tal ;bealth, and our fair queen io 


All drink it top; 50 82 While e goes e 
ona ' 


Mars and Bel make us muſic ; 

A hundred bulls by er d to the. ſun, | 
White as his beams, ; i ſpeak the big voice of var; 
Strike all our drums, and ſound qur ſilver trumpets; 
Provoke the gods to follow our example 


In bowls of nectar, and replying thunder. 


[Flourifh of Trunpets, Drums, We, 
Enter pe e and Lyſimachus Bach. 


Clyt. Long live the king; long live great uk als | 
And 8 erown his arms — 8 deathleſs laurels - 
Propitious to his friends, and all be favours ! 

Alex. Did I not give command you Wa preſores 


| Lyfimachus ? 


Heph. Dread Sir, you did, 

Alex. What then 
Portend theſe bloody marks? 

Heph. Ere we arriv'd, 
Perdiccas had already plac'd the prince 
In a lone ROY, all but his bogs N 'd. kis 

Cly:t. On them were gauntlets; ſuch was TY 
In Sath to ſhew the difference betwixt | 
The blood of Eacus, and common men. 
Forth iſſuing from his den, amaz'd we ſaw 
The horrid — — 8 47 whoſe 8 roar 


Fa wad . Baring 


"wn triple f menac'd 
pie tury, Hep hy 


E wi 0 gallant nad al 4 
Non, Pariſatis, be the glory MN n 1 


But mine the 
For, — he - ks, A fu . 


bt * NN an vigofous 
. 


| a flight wound; oy a r 
.Thruſt gauntlet, arm, and a in bis e 3 
And, wich Herculeah ſtren the t6figu 
Foaming and bloody, the « wage. 
Sunk to the earth, and ploughed' it with his 1 
While, with an active bounc ef "gg "ring 15 
Leap'd on his back, and daſh? his ſcu I in pieces. „ 
Alex. By all my laurels, "twas a . godlike ac; e 
And *tis my glory, as it ſhall be thine, 7 
That Alexander could not pardon ETC ee 
Oh, my brave ſoldier, think not all the n SES 
And tears of the lamenting Ard could move me 
Like what thou haft perform row to my br 2 
Lyſi. Thus ſe) — 905 3 of my "guilt; 
How ſhall 400 0 d ſuch unexampled goodneſs ! SITE | 
Oh, 8 the tranſports of deſpair, 
The frantic outrage, of ungovern'd 00 
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Even when I ſhe d the greateſt want o 
I could have died with rapture in 175 ervice. 
._ _ Mew: Lylimachus, We Pech e been tranſported; ; 

But from this hour be certain o heart. | 
A lion be the impreſs of thy ſhield; 
And that gold armour, we from Per won 
Th 2 prefers thee—But thy wounds a 7 

227 have no wounds, dread Sir; or, if 1 had, 
Were they all mortal, they ſhould ſtream unminded, 

e F L e., Gl kin & ty hearty 
ex. Thy ion. im to 

And wear him ever fear thee. Pariſatis 4 = F 
Shall now be his who ſerves me beſ 2 wake; 3 
Frags reply; but mark the charge i eg 

ive, live 45 friends; ® oak will; you Tank 8 ns 
?Tis a god gives you ö 

Clyt. Oh, monſtrous vanity 8 

Alex. Ha! en, whos £1” 
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Chet. Sir, the wine, the weather © TO 
Has heated me; z beſides, ou know. 95 be eee 
Ale. Oh! *tis not well | I 8 i bars | ha 
"C bo 80 would 1— LEW ED a 2 , 2 
Burn, hang, or drown; vita wr ak. gr Oy 2 
III drink, or fight, for ſacred majeſty : „ 
With any here. Fill me anothet bow. - ir b 
Will you excuſe me ? | der 


Sound all the trumpets there. 


From hell, and mingled with the mirth of 9 
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. 13 e 8 


reat Ammon ga 


lex. Clytus, what means that HOO wr ek 
/ x 


Alex. You will de excutal.” | VP TD 
But let him have his humour; he 16 as 8 3 
Chyt. So was your father, Sirz this b homey L 


Alex. The) r 8 oy 
Till the king Links. Sure, I was born to wage. 225 
Eternal war | —All are my enemies, ; " 
Whom I could tame But let the ſports go ou. . 

Lyfi. Nay, Clytus, * that could adviſe ſo well 

Alex. 12 him perfiſt, be poſitive, and pros; 1 : 
Envious and füllen mongſi the nobler ſouls, . 
Like an infernal ſpirit that hath ſto len A 


Clyt. When gods grow hot, no difference I know 
Twixt them and devils—Fill me Greek wine; yet, 
Vet fuller; I want ſpirits. N 33 

Alex. To — 17 60 A * _ 

Clyt. Muſic for boys— ytus wou ar the grows. 
Of dying ſoldiers and the neigh of ſtcecs ; 

Or, if I muft be peſter'd with ſhrill ſounds, 
Give me the'cries of matrons in ſack'd towns. 

Hepb. Let us, Lyfimachus, awake the king; 

A heavy gloom is gathering on his brow. - 


Kneel all, with humbleſt adoration knee], Fg 
And let a health to Jove's great ſon go round, | 
er. Sound, found, that all the univerſe * hear. 


2 3 "% 
1 **. © £ 
as , 


5 
* 


Oh, hr dh Bel het hu 3 Fay 
88 1 d flouriſh of tr | 2 
The ki adnes of iy eople. ase e ee 
My hands, my atms, 2 e your * pant — 5 
Chyt. 1 did not kiſs the ng OE TO r 
I am unworthy, Sir. | Map 
Ar, Thou. an ia n= 7 on oY | 
Thou envieſt the great — 97 aten ee 
Sit, all my friends. Now let 1 5 fr: . 
The ſubject — 8 run at 7646 aud 
And ſpeak, peak y, elſe you love me not A ports 
Who, think you, was the greateſt general * bag a) 
o oirvearring 
e t. nately b Wes. mn op: ous 
ö And luft for main e Alexander, 5 88 vga 
The — ſun, ſince firſt his beams gave light; 2 
Never 1‚- e P) ren MR ens N 
II. Such was not Cyrus, nor the fam d bee 
2 I * . | 7 
in 2 Wartin 1 
Oppos'd bin 12 2 


Alex. Oh, you u flatter wa] you flatter wet 12 WA 
Chi. They — and yet you love nary 908 : 
But 3 n N 
_ a man, » 
A better , and experter dior? - "AN. 3 
Alex. aſtru& me, Sir : 1 ſhould be glad to files BY 
Cht. Your father, Philip.—I have ſeen him march, ' _ 
And' fou t beneath his dreadful banner, where - FL 
The boldeſt at this table would have trembled.— . | 
Nay, frown not, Sir; you cannot look me dead.— * 
When Greeks join'd Greeks, then was the —y war, „„ 
The labour d battle ſweat, and conqueſt bled. 
Why ſhould I fear to ſpeak a bolder truth, 
Than e er the lying prieſts of Ammon told you? 
Philip t men, but Alexander women. | 
Alex. Proud ſpite, and burning nvy, by the gol 
Is then my glory come to this at 
To conquer women! Nay, he faid, the ſtouteſt, _ 
The ſtouteſt here wou'd cromble ar his dangers. PANEL ad 
In all the ſickneſs, all the wounds, I bore, wo. 
Tn — the javelin's head was 8 
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Lyfe. \ wy i iS dier £95 
Alex. No.” tis meer malice. 1 
3 1 = too at Oxy 
n, on the wal 
I mounted, 2 of howrs 
And all the lumber v 
When you beneath cry d ous,” 
That I. ſhould leap amo 
Ly/i. Dread Sir, the 
11270 Was I a j a 7 
d the walls ami 
* like a 22 d myſelf 
All over. in the blood | thoſe bold: unters 
Till, ſpent with toil, battled on my knees, 


y — 
And hurl'd em beck with moſt adfcongder'd a 
Then, ſhining. in m n 1 ſunn'd the field, 
Mov'd, No and fought, and was: e a 

Clyt. Twas all bravado; for, before pd, 
You ſa that I had burſt the gates afunder... 

Alex. Oh; that thou wert — young again a 5 
That I might ſirike thee proſtrate to the cartn 
For this audacious lie, thou feeble: dotard !! 

Mi 5 know the es why hy me. mus. 


— = 


To have your own bold b aſphemies for wer 
The ſhameful riots of a vicious liſe, gi 
Philotas* 8 þ 

Alex. Bal. what ſaid the traitor! 


Hepb. Qlytus, withdraw; 2 Eumenes,. force tick hence 5 | 


* 4 1 
- 


He muſt. not tarry. Tag bum ce the door. ad Rent * 
C.yt, No, let him fend me, if 1 muſt — I 


To Ae Attalus, 1: at e 
gread Parmenio, and his Daughter'd | fons, | 


— 
= 


ALEVANDER ene, 


ab Give me a jaxelin. 
Os. 


* * By x 4 
6 * (a4 ve „„ 8 


Ly. H 0 e e AVE 
r Sir eee Ne 1 
A Gb. 5. RE: Kir, have 

Abr. W. Hold my 
Like poor Darius, > my —4 cons: 

Perdiccas, 
Call all ol 
For there is 
And 1 tha 
Where is 1255 ? £0; 
Clyt. Sure there s none amo 
But here I 15 J— ee ain Far d 
Whom the king 19 | 8 „ 

Alex. Begoneto Philip, Atlus, 5 [Sade tim: 
And let pal Ah learn, by by R 
Not to pr atience of e 

Cie. 1 Sree wine is dromn'd in Sine Herd 

Oh, ] have beep to b 
Hate me not * death; for I 
That I fo far have ur 'J wed W 

Alex. What's this 10 


Clyt. 1 how's ene myth, i d. EC he” 


To be once ſober; now I fall. w 
My own hands 'wou'd have. 


pardgn ! | = 
Alex. Then I am loſt ! What has my vengeance „ 
Who is it thou haſt ſlain ? Clytus ! —what was he ? 
The faithfulleſt ſubje&, worthieſt eounſellor, | 
The braveſt ſoldier ! He who ſav'd thy life, 
Fighting bare. headed . u 
And now he has a noble recompenſe $0 wy . 
For a raſh word, ſpoke in tlie heat of wine, J 
i The poor 2 the honeſt. Clytus thou haſt lain; gr 55 web 
Clin, thy thy guardians thy 1 TR. 8 
Heph. Remove the body, ' it inflames his — Sat 
Alex. None dare to touch him ; we muſt ur 


Cruel 3 and Lyſimachus, 


Thatihad the 9 et gay not hold a el—Ohl 
Ales. — A. an 1 95K 


| Like 


5 rr — 2 ene wigs rp 


—— x — — 
* „ oi «4 a 77 
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- 
© » 
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Like a wild beat onde mo arti 
With greater violence Oh, ye ve dete we! - 
"Excuſe it not,—you that cou d ſtop a lion, | 
| Cou'd not turn me?—ye ſhould have drawn PTY 


I bat dare, in duty, to diſarm my maſter. 


And barr'd m with their advancin points; 
Made reaſon Gi im my dazzled e I 
Till IJ had feen the PRI before me; | 
That had been noble, that had ſhewn the friend. 


we wou'd fo ne done to ſave your lives. 


. When men ſhall hear how highly you were urg d— 
Alex, No; you have let me ſtain my "ig glory 


| Which elſe had ended brighter than the ſun. 
Oh, I am all a blot, which ſeas of tears, 


And my heart's blood, can never waſh % f 

Yet tis but juſt I try, and on the point. 

Still reeking, hurl my black polluted breaſt, 
Hepb. Oh, ſacred Sir—it ſhall not—muſt not be. 
LV. Forgive, dread Sir, forgive my. pious hands, 


Alex. Yes, cruel men, ye now 50 ſhew your . ; 
Here's not a flave, but dares oppoſe my 2 

Jet none had courage to prevent this murder 
But I will render all endeavours vain, 
That tend to fave my life—Here will I lie, 


| Cloſe to my murder'd ſoldier's prune ſide, 


Thus claſping his cold body in m 
Till death has clos'd my eyes, like hi ble, for ever, 


Enter Perdiccas. 
*. Trexon ou treaſon! Hepheſtion, where's the 


Heph. 1 u by old Clytus' fide, whom he hath lain, 
Perd. Riſe, ſacred Sir, and haſte to ſave the yo 


Roxana, filF'd with furious jealouſy, 


Came with a guard, unmark 45 ſhe gain d the bow'r, | 

And broke upon me with ſuch ſudden fury, 

That all have periſh'd who oppos'd her. rage. 10 
Alex. What ſays Perdiccas f Is the queen in = avs | 
Perd. Haſte, Sir, to your Statira, or ſhe dies. 
Alex, "cnt from the * J riſe to fave herlife, 


_ 


ARRANDER THE EAT. . 


e. draw your ſwords, on wings of lightning . 
oung Ammon leads you, and the cauſc PINE 5 8 

When | ruſh on; ſure none will date to ſtay, - 
Tis beauty calls, and glory leads the i e 
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rut GARDEXY, or aue Ct 


) LESS me rs ae 45 eite! 
Stat. Where argon dear ſhades Where are yoſt 
'T'was but a dream: and yet I faw and heard 1 ed? 


who, , 
Sat on their faded cheeks, nel exe with "VN EEE 
Tears ſuch as s weep, this hour my laſt. 
But hence with fear —m Alexander comes, 


For, Oh, I — a thouſand terrors 
Ruſh i in upon me, and alarm my heart. 
Blourifh of rene. 


But bark, 'tis he, and al my fears aro fled; | 
My life, m my Joy n Alexander 
2 [} Within 721 Make Og gate pe wit its maſa 
t length we've conquer upendous ights 
And Ws the | * 
Stat. Ye defend me 
Roxana's voice 


And die I muſt; 


an pos os viſion's true; 
F | | | Enter 
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Nora. Secure the brazen gate. 


ere is my rival? *tis Roxana calls. | 
Stat. And what is ſhe, who, with ſuch tow'ring pride, 
Wou'd awe a princeſs that is born above her ? 

Roxa. Behold this dagger 1 Tis thy fate, Statira ! 
Patol, od oe it as becomes of ain 5 

ain wou thee worthy vengeance; 
Here, take my weapon then; and, i thou dar ſt— 

Stat, How little know'ſt thou what Statira-dares ! 
Yes, cruel woman ] yes, I dare meet death | 
With a reſolve, at which thy coward heart 
Wou'd ſhrink; for terror haunts the guilty mind; 
While conſcious innocence, that knows no fear, 

Can ſmiling paſs, and ſcorn thy idle threats. 

Roxa. Return, fair inſolent f return, I ſay. 
Dar'ſt thou, preſumptuous, to invade my rights ? 
Reſtore him quickly to my longing arms, 

And with him give me back his broken vows, 
For, perjur'd as he is, he ſtill is mine, 
Or I will rend him from thy bleeding heart. 

Stat. Alas, Roxana, tis not in my power; 

J cannot if I would—And, oh, ye gods, | 
What were the world to Alexander's loſs ! 

Roxa. Oh, ſorcereſs, to thy accurſed charms 

I owe the frenzy that diſtracts my ſoul ; 

To them I owe my Alexander's loſs. 5 

Too late thou trembleſt at my juſt revenge, 

My wrongs cry out, and vengeance will have way. 
e [Holds up the dagger. 

Stat. Hold, hold, thy threat'ning hand, advanc'd in air. 

I read my ſentence written in thy eyes; 

Yet, Oh, Roxana, on thy black revenge 

One kindly ray of female pity beam, 

And give me death in Alexander's preſence. - 

Roxa. Not for the world's wide empire ſhould'ſt thou 
Fool! but for him thou might'ft unheeded live ; {ſee him. 

For his ſake only art thou = 'd to die, PN 
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The ſole remaining joy, that glads my ſoul, 
Is to deprive thee of the heart Ye 108. - 


[Fouriſh. of Tramp, 
Euter. 4 Sen 77 


' Slave. Mabe the king and all his nk are come 3 3 
With frantic rage they thunder at the gate, a 
And muſt ere this have gain'd admittance. "He Slave 
Roxa. Ha 
Too long I've trifled ; let me then ee 5 
The time miſpent, and make great Vengeance ſure, 
Stat. Is Alexander, Oh, ye gods, ſo nigh, 
And can he not preſerve me from her fury ? 
Roxa, Nor he, nor Heay* n, ſhall ſhield thee from =y 
juſtice. a 
Die, 2 die, and all my wrongs die with thee. · 
+ [ Stabs he 
Alex, 14 th out] Away, ye ſlaves, ſtand off |= Quick 
et me 
On lightning's 3 nor Heav'n, nor earth, ſhall 


88 me. 
| [Flour] i/h of Trumpets 


Enter A 8 Callander, Perdiccas, 
Theſlalus, Officers, and Guards. 5 


Ha !—Oh, my ſoul, my queen, my love, Statira ! 
Theſe wounds ! are theſe my promis'd Joys? | | 
Stat. Alas! 
My only love, my beſt and deareſt bleſling, 
Wou'd I had died before enter*d here; 
For thus delighted, while Ferse ze upon thee, | | 
Death grows more hoi rid, nd I'm loth to leave thee, - 
Alex. Thou ſhal't not leave me Cruel, cruel ſtars ! 
Oh, where's the monſter, where's the heevid fiend, 
That ſtruck at innocence, and murdered thee? 
Roxa. Behold the wretch, who, deſperate of thy love, 
In jealous madneſs gave the fatal blow. _ 
Alex. To dungeons, tortures, drag her ben my ſi nt. 
Stat. My foul is on the wing. Oh, come, my oy 55 
Haſte to my arms, and take a laſt farewel. 1 19 
Thus let me die. Oh! Oh! 


; Alex 


Rom And fon 


| Strike the deſtroyer ! lay the victor dead! 18 


| | 8 
4 ALEXANDER THE GREAT, | 
Alex. Look | up my love.— | EY 


Stat. F are wel. my moſt lov' 
Ver. ere I die, grant this requeſt. 
Alex. Oh, 


lord ; ; Ah me, fare wel. 


That I may execute before I follow —ꝗ 5 


1 Leave not the world, till Hear! n a You, 


Spare xana's mW. Tuns "Ba of ye u that cauſed 


The death ſhe gave me. And, h, ſometimes think, 

Amidſt your revels, think on your poor queen; 

And, ere the chearful bowl ſalute your lips, 

Inrich it with a tear, and I am happy. Dieg. 


Alex. Yet, ere thou tak'ſt thy flight—She's gon 


All, all is huſh'd ; no muſic now is heard? <a bud 


The roſes wither ; and the fragrant breath, 


That wak'd their ſweets, ſhall never wake *em more. 


LOI Weep not, my lord ! no forrow can recal her. 
h, turn your 1 and, in Roxana's arms, 
love and everlaſting truth. : 
Alex. Hence, from my fight, and thank wy dear r Statira 
That yet thou art alive. 
Roxa. Oh, take me to your arms. 
In ſpight of all your cruelty, I love you: 
Yes, thus I'll faſten on your facred robe ; 
Thus, on my knees, for ever cling around you, 
Till you forgive me, or till death divide us. 
Alex. Hence, fury, hence : there's not a glance of thine, 


But, like abaſiliſk, comes wing'd with death. 


Roxa. Oh, ſpeak not thus, to one who kneels for mercy, 
Think, for whoſe ſake it was | madly plung d | 
Into a crime abherrent to my nature. 

Alex. Off, murd'reſs, off ! for ever ſhun my fight! 
My eyes deteſt thee, for th ſoul is ruin. 

Roxa. Barbarian ! yes Twill for ever ſhun thee, 
Repeated injuries have Neel d my heart, 

And I cou'd curſe myſelf for —4 kind. 

If there is any majeſty above, 
That has revenge in {tore for perjur'd love, 
Send, Heav'n, the ſwifteſt ruin on his head l 
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Kill the ciumpher, — ge my . Z TS 
In height ile he 1s warm ö 
Bolted with Banzer, let him ruſh along ! | 
But what are curſes? Curſes will not Uu, 
Nor eaſe the tortures I am doom'd to 4. [ Exit Roxaha. 

Alex. Oh, my fair ſtar. [ ſhall be ſhortly with thee ! : 
What means this deadly dew apes wy — ! 


My heart too heaves ! 


; Caf. The poiſon 1 works | 


j * 


Enter Eumenes. 


Eume. Pardon, dread Sir, a fatal meſſenger. 
The royal Syſigambis is no more, 
Struck with the horror of Statira's fate, 
She ſoon expir'd, and, with her lateſt breath, 
Bur wha, I fear, wei deeply will ae 
ut what, I fear, mo wi 
| Your lov'd Hepheſtion's : * 
Alex. Dead ! then he is bleſs'd! Fo 
But here, here lies my fate. Hepheſtion ! 1 Clytus! 
My viRories all for ever folded up 
In this dear body. Here my banner's loſt, . 
My ſtandard's triumphs gone.—Oh, when, Oh, when, 
| Shall I be mad indeed ! 
Go, for the monument of this lov'd creature, 
Root up theſe bowers, and pave em all with gold. 
Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poor, 
To deck her tomb: no ſhrine nor altar ſpare, 
But firip the pomp from gods ter it there. f 
|  [Fhuriſh of 2 he ets. 
;  [Exeunt all but Caſſander and I 
cul He's gone—but whither ? — follow, Theſſalus, 
Attend his eps, and let me know what paſſes. 


[Kung Theſſalus and Caſſander. | 


Alexander, Lyſimachus, Eumenes, 8 Officers, 


* PEER wt ho 9 n r 
o W n * 
J l * N N « * 
5 8 . 8 0 ' 
— 4 x 0 
, 322 


* 


18 * THE GREAT. - 
333 


AN ANTICHAMBER IN THE PALACE 


Enter Callander. 
Caf. Vengeance, lie ſtill, thy cravings ſhall be lated. 


Death roams at large, the farics are unchain d, 


And murder plays her mighty maſter- piece. 
Enter Polyperchun. 

Saw you the King? He parted bence this moment. 

Poly. Ves; with diſorder'd wildneſs in his N 
He ruſh'd along, till, with a caſual glance, 
He ſaw me where I ſtood : then ſtopping ſhort, 
Draw near, he cry'd—and graſp'd m my hand in his, 
Where more than fevers rag'd in'ev'ry * 
Oh, Polyperchon | 11 bays tot my queen! _ 
Statira's dead !—and, as he ſpoke, the tears 
Guſh'd from his eyes—I more than felt his pains. 


Enter 

De . Hence, hence, a 

Caf]. Where is he, Auel ? 

Theſſ: I left him circled by a crowd of princes. 
The poiſon tears him with that height of horror, 
Ev'n I cou'd pity him—he call'd the chiefs ; | 
Embrac'd em round then, ſtarting from amidſt em, 
Cried out, I come — twas Ammon's voice; I know it 
Father, I come; but, let me, ere I go, 
Diſpatch the buſineſs of a kneeling world. 

Poly. No more ; I hear him—we muſt meet anon. 

Caf] In Saturn's field—there give a looſe to rapture, 
Enjoy the tempeſt we ourſelves have rais'd, 


And triumph! in the wreck which Crowns our Vengeance. 


[ Excunt, 
— —— —— — 


SCENE III. 
THE PALACE. 


Guards, and Attendants, diſcovered. 


Alex. Search there; nay, probe me; ſearch my wounded 
Pull, draw it out. [reins, — 
Ly. We have ſearch'd, but find no hurt. 
Alex. Oh, I am ſhot; a forked burning arrow RPE 
ticks 
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Sticks croſs my ſhoulders; the ſad venom flies, 


Like light ning, thro? ay fleſh, wy _ my marrow. 
_ Lys. How his fever þ 
nts I endure &; 


lex, Hal what a change of t. 

A bolt of ice runs hiſſing through my bowels ; 

 *Tis, ſure, the arm of death. ugh wy me a chair; 

Cover me, for I freeze, and my wor ng 

And my knees knock together. | 
Zume. Have mercy, Heav'n 11. 
Alex. Who talks of Heav'n?— 

I burn, I burn again; 

The war grows wond'rous hot; —hey for the r* 

Bear me, Bucephalus, amongſt the billows. | 

Oh, *tis a noble beaſt; I wou'd not change him 

For the beſt horſe the ſun has in his ſtable ; 

For they are hot, their mangers full of coals, 

Their manes are flakes of lightning, curls of fire, © 5 

And their red tails like meteors whiſk. about. £7 9 
Ly. og all; Eumenes, help. 1 
Alex. Ha, ha, ha, I ſhall die with laughter. 

Parmenio, Cl us, do yau ſee yon fellow, 

That ragged ſoldier, that poor tatter'd Greek ? 

See, how he puts to flight the gaudy Perſians, +- 

With nothing but a ruſty helmet on, through which 

The griſly briſtles of his puſhing beard. 

Drive 'em like pikes—ha ! ha! ha! 

Perd. How wild he talks! 

Ly/i. Yet warring in his wildneſs. 

Alex, Sound, ſound | keep your ranks cloſe; ay, now they 
Oh, the brave din, the noble clank of arms — [ come. 
Charge, charge apace; and let the phalanx move; 
Darius comes —ay, *tis Darius 
J ſee, I know him by the ſparkling plumes, 

And his gold chariot drawn by ten white horſes : 
But, like a tempeſt, thus I pour upon him 
He bleeds ; wich: that laſt blow-I — him down 3 
He tumbles, take him, ſnatch the imperial crown. 
They fly, they fly; follow, follow Victoria, 
Victoria, Vicora— _ 
Perd, Let's bear him ſoftly to his bed, 
Alex, Hold; the leaſt motion gives me ſudden death ; 


My 


oy” — 2 
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P 
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* 


25 225 my ſnoaky E bart to Ales . 5 


Ontil he has reveng'd the beſt of * ; 4 


* 
My viel Pils Ab ts Ws bent 


When you, then brighteſt ſtar that Sr 
it muſt de night — us for meh: 
e et me embrace uu all, before F . 
eep not, my dear eompanions: ; he gods 
Shall ſend: 5 my ſtead a nobler p * BY . 
One that ſhall lead ye forth with matehleſs <0 
Ly/i. Break not our hearts with | ſuch: unkind 
Perd. We will not part with you, nor cdange Mars. 
Alex. Perdiccas, take this ring, 5 425 | 
And'ſce me laid in the: temple of Jupiter Ammęnnn 
Iux]li. To whom does your dread N deren 
The empire of the world? 
Alex. To him that is moſt worthy.” 7h 
Perd, When will you, facred Sir, hit we ſhould Sire 
To your great memory thoſe divine honours 
Which ſuch exalted virtue does deſerve ? 
Alex. When you are all moſt happy, and in peace. 
Your ha father, if T have e | 
The duty of a man to empire born; 
It, by unweary'd toil, | have 
The valt rant of thy adopte 
Accept this ſoul which thou did'ft rk inpite,” | 
And which this ſigh-thus gives thee back a 
Ly/i. There fell the-pride and glory of * War. £ 
If there be treaſon let us find it out: 
Lyſimachus ſtands forth to lead you on, 
And ſwears, by theſe moſt honour'd- dear remains, #* 
He will not taſte thoſe joys which beauty brings, 
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